RECOLLECTIONS OF A PIAYEB
One day my brother George came run-uing into the house with a letter, shouting, "It is from Glasgow, from Alexander." And so it proved to be. It was a friendly letter saying that the writer would be glad to receive my father, but could not, at present, avail himself of my mother's services. "Never mind, Mary," said my father; "my salary will keep the pot boiling, and you will be fully employed attending to the youngsters."
"We hurriedly packed and made arrangements for immediate flight. A bargain was struck with the carrier, who provided a common means of conveyance in those days, often used by persons not over well-to-do. The carrier's wagon had a large canvas cover to protect passengers from bad weather, and also plenty of straw inside to keep all dry and warm. "We laid in a basket of provisions, and, bundling in, we started. The carrier's wagon was not to be despised, if a traveler could not afford to take passage in the mail-coach. It seemed to me that the journey occupied almost a week. We arrived in Glasgow 12stic. 11 of them." 10ly three nights a week, it was far from being an uncomfor-* * '                                  table sort of life. On the non-play nights
